She seems to have made a habit of bringing home Ameri-
can cousins! In this case, Dorothy Diehl was younger than
herself, which facilitated the protective attitude. She was
plump and very pretty in a blue-eyed, golden-haired, pink
and white style suggestive of the Dutch maiden of the
musical comedies of our youth. She certainly had a charm-
ing mouth with deeply indented upturned corners and an
infectious smile, and when I met her long afterwards I
thought her very amusing; but her wit had a cutting edge
to it and her nature a crudity that was revealed in the
coarsest hands I ever remember seeing on any woman. At
the time I came to know her she had an immensely fat baby
and had been married for a number of years to the composer
Robert Coningsby Clarke. She had fallen violently in love
with him while still making her home with John and as
they were both young and he relatively impecunious (his
subsequently successful career as a ballad writer not having
yet materialized), John had helped the course of what she
was assured was true love to run more smoothly by supply-
ing an allowance which was continued for many years....
It lasted longer, I think, than the true love, but was finally
discontinued when Dorothy Clarke, despite repeated warn-
ings from John, persisted in making mischief between her
and an old friend.
Dorothy Clarke is dead now, and you might well say, *de
mortuis\ but this record is to be the truth, the whole truth
and nothing but the truth and the truth in this case is that in
an affair that was doubtless lighdy undertaken on both sides
John ended by giving a good deal, both morally and finan-
cially, and received in return not even elementary gratitude
or loyalty.
And, you may begin to ask, where in all this do we find
any traces of RadclyfFe Hall, the future writer?
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